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One who ventures afield for green pastures may find himself 
encompassed by hay. 


ae 


Wm vooxine for the push but- in this stinking world there’s a 
ton,” James Hartley said. push button and when it’s pressed, 
I smiled. “Really?” the whole damn planet blows up.” 
He stared glumly at his reflec- He looked my way. “Someday I’m 
tion in the bar mirror. “Someplace going to find that push button, 
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and when I do, I’m going to press 
it.” : . 

I sighed. “Obviously you are un- 
happy, but why insist upon taking 
the rest of the world with you?” 

Hartley, a well-dressed man in 
his thirties, shrugged. “I’d be do- 
ing everybody a favor. Existence 
hurts too much.” . 

‘I watched him finish his second 
martini, then said, “Would you 


care for another one, Mr, Hart- 


ley?” i 

He automatically glanced at his 
watch before he nodded. “I guess 
I got time for one more.” He 
frowned. “How did you know my 
name? We never met before, did 
wer” . 

“Not on this plan .. .” I caught 
the bartender’s eye and signaled 
for two more drinks. | 

Hartley’s eyes went to the small 
box on the bar in front of me. 
“What's that?” 

“A box,” I said. 

He shrugged. “All right. So it’s 
none of my business.” 

I waited until the bartender had 
brought our drinks and retired. 
“Rather a coincidence that I 
should run into you while I was 


looking for Alberti,” I said. 


Hartley sipped from his glass. 
“So who’s Alberti?” 

I tapped the box. “I have to give 
this to him. He may keep it an en- 
tire year, but I do hope that: this 


THE PUSH BUTTON 


time it will be put to good .. .” 

Hartley eyed the box again. 
“What you got in there? Jewels or 
something?” 

“No.” I very carefully raised the 
cover. 

Hartley glanced in, frowned, 
then looked at me. “What's that?” 

“A push button,” I said. 

He stared at it again and then 
at me. He turned resolutely back 
to his drink. Hartley said nothing 
for a long while. Finally he ex- 
haled loudly. “Now don’t tell me 
that your little push button will 
actually .. .” 

“Of course,” I said. “However, 
it isn’t your turn. Mr. Alberti has 
a priority.” 

He shook his head. “How could 
something that small .. .” 

“Size has absolutely nothing to - 
do with it,” I said. “The box could 
be as large as a pyramid or as 
small as a pea. It is the Will of 
Intent it contains that counts.” 

He glared at the pushbutton. “So 
if I press that damn thing, the 
world will actually .. .” 

“Yes.” 

He snorted. “Like hell.” His 
hand moved toward the box, one 
finger extended.” 

“Now, really, Mr. Hartley, I 
don’t think you’re being at all fair 
to Mr. Alberti.” I rubbed my jaw. 
“Well, if you really insist, I sup- 
pose I could let you press it.” 
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Hartley’s hand stopped and he 
glanced at me sharply. He with- 
drew the finger. “I’m not worried 
about anything cataclysmic hap- 
pening, but maybe you got a little 
nitroglycerin or something like 
that in there?” 

I smiled. “You think that I 
might be contemplating  self-de- 
struction and I simply do not have 
the courage to press the button 
myself? And I am trying to per- 
suade you into doing the job for 
~me?” I shook my head. “No, that 
is not the case at all.” I reached 
. Into the box and lifted the push 
button, 

Hartley regarded it warily. “It 
looks just like an ordinary push 
button.” 

“So it does,” I said, “and mount- 
ed in a piece of wood.” I shoved 
it closer to him. “Why not press 
it?” 

He licked his lips. “Why should 
I?” : 

I sighed. “Ah, well, so be it. But 
I have great hopes for Mr. Alberti. 
He’s the sixteenth, you know.” 

“The sixteenth?” 

I nodded. “You see, Mr. Hartley, 
your sincere desire to blow the 
world to bits is not entirely unique. 
As a matter of fact, the wish has 
been expressed so often that the... 
ah . . . Chief decided that we 
might just as well capitalize upon 
it. So we prepared this little push 


96 ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 


eer Se SPP TS SPSS SS SSS AS SSS hh PSEA 
ere 


button and we have, so far, pre- 
sented it to fifteen people, allow- 
ing each one of them a year in 
which to destroy the world.” 

His eyes were on the push but- 
ton. “And none of them did?” 

I chuckled. “Obviously not. All 
of them had—shall we say—big 


mouths, but when it actually came . 


to pressing the button, they 
chickened out and I was forced to 
re-claim the package. However, I 


have great hopes for Alberti. He 
is quite a desperate man, on the 
verge of bankruptcy.” 


Hartley cleared his throat. “You 


mean that sometime during the 
year...” | 

I nodded. “It could happen at 
any. moment, day or night, Just a 
slight pressure of the finger and 
we « pte!” 
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He licked his lips. “Suppose 

someone wanted to buy that thing 
from you? How much would you 
ask?” : 
I shook my head. “Now, Mr. 
Hartley, mortals may find money 
useful, but what possible use could 
I...” I turned as a rather stout, 
gray-haired man passed us and 
took a seat at the farther end of 
the bar. | 

“Excuse me,” I said, “I believe 
that’s Alberti.” 

I re-boxed the push button and 
moved down beside Alberti. When 
I departed fifteen minutes later, the 
box and its contents were in his 
possession. 

I saw the stout, gray-haired man 
again an hour later in the dining 
room at the Meridith Hotel. 

He looked up as I approached. 


“Hartley bought the push button 


from me for exactly ten thousand.” 

I sat down at his table. “Well, 
Pete, I guess it pays to listen to 
bartenders when they talk about 
some of their customers. That’s 
how I learned that Hartley always 
gets onto the subject of that push 
button after a drink or two.” 

I felt a tap on my shoulder and 
looked back. 

It was Hartley and another man. 
They showed their badges. 

In the squad car, Detective Ser- 
geant Hartley said, “That’s the 
first time I’ve been  ap- 
proached personally by con artists,” 
He rubbed his jaw thoughtfully. 
“But suppose there really is a 
push button, and suppose I did 
find it. Would I really have the 
nerve to push it?” 

I stared at him coldly. If he 
didn’t, I would. 
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Dear Fans: 


It ts always a pleasure to welcome new members into the ALFRED HITCHCOCK 
FAN CLUB, and it is very rewarding to hear from our enthusiastic and loyal present 


members. 


Membership dues are one dollar. (Please do not send stamps.) Fan Club members 
will receive an autographed photo of Mr. Hitchcock, his biography, and a bulletin of 
current news, issued four times a year. All mail should be addressed to: 


ALFRED HITCHCOCK FAN CLUB, P.O. Box 5425, Sherman Oaks, California 91401 


I want to thank all of you for your interest, 
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Most sincerely, 
Pat Hitchcock 
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